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it looked as if it had just been groomed. It was silvery grey
in color, but darker in front than on the back. Its chest was
almost hairless.
'Get nearly white when they're old/ Bentinck said. His
pipe was going now. He took it out of his mouth, looked at
the bowl, and put it back. Wilson noticed that his rifle was
still held across his knees and that it was at full cock.
'Well, that's done/ he said. cNow we can get on with the
real job.'
He went over to the gorilla and stared at it. cLook, you
nicked him.3 He pointed to blood on its left arm. 'It's your
gorilla. First blood,' he said.
'So it's my gorilla,' Wilson thought. His hand was still
trembling so much that he could hardly light a cigarette.
But if Bentinck had not been there? Von Brandt had said it's
a good thing you are taking an experienced hunter with you.
That had been the night that Olga had given the dinner party
while her husband was away. He could not take his eyes off
the gorilla. Prehistoric man must have looked like that. He
thought of its savage eyes, of its crest, of its low forehead and
heavy brows.
The flies were settling on it. They were on its wounds, on
its mouth, on its eyelids; a green metallic fly was crawling up
its nostrils. He sat down.
cNice meat for the boys when IVe skinned it,' Bentinck said.
When they camped Bentinck planned the trek back. 'We'll
strike north,' he said, 'instead of going by the river; hit the
road that passes near the mission and then have a look at
Marais5 dredge. From there we'll go on to von Brandfs,
and then home. About a week,' he said.
A week more...
'Want to see some people on the way,' Bentinck went on.
'They may have news.'
* Yes/ Wilson said. A week They would be back in a week.